BARBARIAN STORIES

there was no gainsaying it; and Soogal Sorsh remem-
bered the month he had bought from her a year ago.
He offered her what she chose, up to the key of his
treasure-house; she would take neither that nor him;
she was thinking of the slim pillars of her dance-
house, the polished floor, and the eyes watching her
all round. So it was for a week, then she said she was
ready to go and was going at once. 'You are not
going,' said Soogal Sorsh, 'you will stay with me.'

'Oh shall I?' said Yanivi. 'That's a thing you
daren't do!'

'I've dared more than that; nothing happened when
I kept Niempsor Kar.'

'Yes, maybe; but I'm Yanivi, the Mountain Queen,
and more to Shibrot than any general!'

'You will have died of the white fever; it is very
sad.'

'They won't believe you!'

'I think so, Yanivi.' So Yanivi was prisoner too,
and winter began to pass, and the first long rains of
spring came drenching down. Lallek stood by the
window, watching the rain, and an arrow flew in by
her head; at once she burnt arrow and letter, but she
had every word clear in her mind and ran to, tell
Yanivi: Tibar and some of his men were to be under a
certain window on a certain day: could they break the
bars?

They cut the sockets of the iron out of the wood;
they would come away at a pull. But Yanivi shud-
dered at the drop: 'How can we?'
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